ENTRANCE    TO    MUSSOLINI

niente though not used in quite so dolce a way, as a
rule. Can they------" I wondered, "be armament manu-
facturers?33 But no; I glanced at them unobtrusively,
and concluded that they didn't look anything like rich
enough for that. On the other hand it seemed to be
unlikely that two salesmen of agricultural machinery
(which I thought, since I had never seen one, they might
possibly be) would be awaiting an audience with the
Dictator. "Anyhow," I determined after another side-
long look at their faces, "Fll swear they are not authors,
not even popular ones, whatever they are!" With
increasing frequency and poignancy I wished that I had
brought a book by Mr. Wodehouse to while away the
time.

However, time passed, as is its habit. A grave official
arrived and conducted the two salesmen of harvesters
through a side door and I settled down for a further long
wait. Only a minute or two more and the pair came
back for their hats and were shown out. "Perhaps," I
began to reflect, surprised at this brevity of reception,
"they only wanted his autograph, after all," but
further speculation was cut short by the grave one,
who returned, said: "The Duce will see you now," led
me out, showed me through a door, closed it, and left me
standing.

Everybody who has ever enjoyed an audience with
Signor Mussolini must have felt the same first shock at
the vastness and severity of that long, many-windowed
apartment. I felt as small as a mouse in a cathedral,
though the mouse would not have had my added
discomfort of feeling certain that I should fall down, in
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